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ADVERTISEMENT: 


HOUGH we preſume an apology for reprinting 
; this tragedy will be thought needleſs, yet we hope 
the following ſhort account of the hero thereof will not be 
unacceptable, or thought impertinent. 

Beliſarius was general of the armies of the emperor 
Juſtinian, the ſtay of his throne, and one of the greateſt 
captains of his age. In 529 he marched againſt Cabades 
king of the Perſians, who took arms by reaſon of the pro- 
tection which the 2 to Tzathus king of Colchis. 
This expedition was very ſucceſsful to Beliſarius, who was 
recalled to go and command the army which was to be ſent 
to Africk. In 532, a treaty of peace was made with the 
Perſians. In January ſuch a ſedition aroſe at Conſtantino- 
ple, that Juſtinian propoſed to withdraw; but 'Belifarius 
diſſuaded him, and the rebels were brought to their duty, tho? 
they had proclaimed for emperor one Hypatius, upheld by 
Probus and Pompeius, nephews to Anaſtaſius. In 533, Be- 
liſarius having conducted into Africk a naval army conſiſt- 
ing of 500 ſkips, took Carthage, and ſubdued Gilimet in 
534, who had uſurped the crown of the Vandals, after 

aving cauſed his couſin Hilderic, fon to Hunneric and 
'Eudoxia, to be maſſacred. Thus Africk was re- united to 
the empire, after it had been ſeparated from it more than 
100 years, and the puiſſant monarchy of the Vandals (who 
were infected with the hereſie) was ruined. Gilimer was 
taken and brought to Conſtantinople. Belifarius went 
through the city on foot to go into the Hippodromus, 
where Juſtinian expected him upon a magnificent throne, 
in order to receive the honours of this triumph. After ſo 
great an amy it was reſolved to deliver Italy from the 
tyranny of the Goths. Beliſarius prepared himſelf for this 
ond expedition. In 535, being conſul, he paſſed into 
Sicily, where he immediately took Catana, Syracuſa, Paler- 
mo, &c. and the enſuing year, he went with part of his 
army to beſiege Naples. In the mean time the Goths had 
put to death king Theodatus, at the perſuaſion of Vitiges, 
who was put upon the throne. This attempt helped on the 
defigns of Beliſarius: he preſented himſelf before the city 
of Rome, where he was received the toth of December 
$36. The year following Vitiges came to beſiege him; 
t he found ſo much reſiſtance, that he retired in 538. 
Two years after, this unfortunate king was taken in the 
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city of Ravenna, with his whole family; and Beliſarius 
choſe rather to carry.them priſoners to Conſtantinople, than 
to receive the crown of the Goths, which was offered to 
him, preferring loyalty to a crown. In 541, Beliſarius 
having been ſent into the Eaſt againſt the Perſians, waſted 
Aſſyria, as he did alſo in 543. In the mean while, the 
affairs of Italy wanted his preſence ; Totila was choſen 
king of the Goths, and having taken Naples, Ti- 
voli, and other conſiderable places, he had turned all his 
forces againſt Rome, taken it in 546, ruined its houſes, de- 
moliſhed the walls, and plundered it during four days. The 
year following Belifarius threw himſelf into it, rebuilt its 
walls, and defended it. In 549, Totila retook it. In the 
mean time Beliſarius paſſed into the Eaſt to oppoſe the Per- 
ſians. In 558, he beat back the Huns that made an irrup- 
tion upon the territories of the empire. They ſay that 
in 561, this great man being accuſed of having conſented 
to a conſpiracy againſt Juſtinian, the ſame emperor deprived 
him of all his means, took from him his employments, and 
pulled out his eyes. Such is the opinion of the Latin authors, 
who ſay, that Belifarius was reduced to beg in the ſtreets of 
Conftantinople. The author of the mixed hiſtory of Con- 
ſtantinople writes, that the year enſuing he was re-eſtabliſh- 
ed in his dignities: and Cedrenus faith, that he died in 
peace at Conſtantinople. Alciat, to defend Juſtinian, is of 
opinion, _ Crinitus, Volateran, and others: they 
aſſure, that Beliſarius died the 13th of March, 565. Pro- 


copius, Agathias, Glycas, &c, 


PR O L O G U E: 
Spoken by Mr. RYAN. 


50 bard the taſk the tragic Muſe ordains, 
Few find ſucceſs, with all their ſtill and paint. 
- If time andplace and action they obſerve, 
From plot and character the authors fwerve, 
Nor theſe enough, ou d even theſe prevail, 
In noble thoughts and energy they fail. ; 
Can toe then pleaſe in ſo polite an age? 
When ſenſe and learning only fly the Rlage. 
Wi only fink, and are debas'd in wit ; 
That you improve, we to yourſelves ſubmit, 
Of judgment ſo exa#t, of tafle fa nice, 
Nor play, nor woman can engage you thrice. 
| Net ignorant of this, with real fears, 
Our author, conſcious of defe#?s, appears. 
The following ſcenes he offers to your view, 
Nor dares your cenſure, nor can meanly ſue. 
But hope not towns beſieg d, and battles fought, 
And in ont play ten different ſtaries brought. 
And ſure the flage ſbou' d flill be chaſte and clean, 
From deeds of harror, and from warks obſcene, 
Such conduct with th* ignoble crowd obtains, 
But gives you torment, and deforms the ſcenes. 
A plain and ſingle tale we repreſent, 
Nor with digreſſions maim the chief intent, 
Happy the man! who ſhall reform the flage, 
Improve our judgment, and refine the age. 
But humbler we raiſe not our thoughts ſo high; 
To rules you diftate, chearful we comply. 
Submit our labours to your juſt decrees, 
Proud to be taught, and happy could we pleaſe. 


EP I- 


E PIL O GVU E: 
Spoken by Mrs. BE RE T T. 


LD, are you mad? ſo m oblig'd to tell ye, 
A famous poet once inſtructed Nelly. Exilogue.to . 
Forgive, if great examples we purſue, Royal = 
Weigh the reſpect that to the dead is due. 
But we in vain to rival them pretend, 
And what pleas'd then, perhaps may now offend. 
Theſe wiſer times their anceſtors deride, 
And different maxims your behaviour guide. 
Then wit could thrive without the mighty aid 
Of conjurers, nor dreaded maſquerade. 
There was a time when love and honour fwway'd, 
The youth was faithful to the yielding maid. 
Th Exchange was only throng d with plodding cits, 
And lords then condeſcended to be wits. 
We made the great for ſuſtenance our quarry, 
Nor were we forc'd for countenance---to marry. 
The ladies then, tho not fo fair as you, | 
Therefore excepted ; for if fame ſays true, 
They liv'd, and low d, and did---juft as you de. 0 
Then was the time - Hang thoſe pedantic days, 
What we ne er imitate, why ſhould we praiſe? 
Yet ſhould we praiſe the maxims you purſue, 
You would be loth---the devil ſhould have his due: 
For fo myſteriouſly the moderns wound, " 
We think they praiſe us, when we are lampoon'th,--» 
Fearful our praiſes you ſhould miſ-conceive, 
The artful theme to other pens we leave : 


Dull nauſeous flattery ſhall be ſuppreſs d, 
No laughter ſought by ſome indecent jeſt. 


EPILOGUE. 


Our Muſe with waggi/ſh Epilogue diſdains, 
Inflead of farce, to cloſe the tragic ſcenes. 

Let others thus bunt mercenary fame, 
Debaſe the ſtage, and wrong the poet's name 
Me hope an audience of a juſter taſte, 
Where vice and nonſenſe are alike diſgrac d. 
Me hope---oh may our hopes find bleſs'd ſucceſs ! 
That ſome will mourn for virtue in diſtreſs. 


Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
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B EL IS ARI US. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 
The Scene of Action is at Conſtantinople. 


An Anti-Chamber of the Palace. 
Enter Hermogenes. 


E comes, the happy Beliſarius comes, 
| Adorn'd with conqueſt, and with laurel crown'd. 
In golden chains kings ſwell the glitt'ring pomp, 
And chariots bend with loads of foreign ſpoils. 
Confuſion ravages the crowded ſtreets ; 
Wild uproar reigns, and diſcord wounds the air. 
The infants ſtrain their tender throats to cry, 
The ſky reſounds, great Beliſarius comes: 
The peaſant throws aſide his ax and plough ; 
The merchant leaves to tempt the angry main; 
Nor is the greedy bar litigious now. 
Nor for a thankleſs maſter has he fought. 
uſtinian ſtudies to repay his toils ; 
aleria is deſign'd his great reward, 
And power and honour will attend the gift. 
What then, Hermogenes! remains to thee? 
Obſcur'd by him, my grandeur ſoon will fade. 
For, me he hates, and ſcorns the tricks of courts. 
The arts and wiles which purchas'd Cæſar's grace, 
Firſt favourite late, chief miniſter of ſtate, 
Will nought avail me, Beliſarius here. 
Fame has no tongue but in the victor's praiſe. 
Then he or I muſt fall; both cannot ſtand, _ 
The choice is eaſy, but the means are hard. .- 
B ner 


2 BELISARIUS. 
E 5 Macro. 


But ſee! my heart can entertain ſome joy; 
Welcome, my brother | welcome to my arms ! 
This to the ties of blood, to friendſhip this, 
Mac. My ever honour'd lord] brother by blood, 
My friend by choice, a partner in thy care. 
The rank I hold, the fortune ] poſſeſs 
Are owing to the wiſe Hermogenes, 
Her. Tlong'd to ſee, to preſs thee to my breaſt, 
But wherefore, Macro, haſt thou left the pomp, 
Forborn thy part of this triumphant day ? | 
Thy ſword (if fame deceives not tn glas ears) 
Hath reap'd thee laurels, and ſhould ſhare the praiſe. 
Mac. Let the wild rabble roar, I fly their praiſe, 
And with diſdain J hear th' acclaiming crowd. 
Me other thoughts moleſt, me cares oppreſs, 
And drive me to thy friendly arms for aid. 
For aid to thee I fly, thy cenſure dread. 
655 Thou wilt upbraid my weakneſs, ſcorn my griefs, 
Think me Juſtinian's foe, nay think me thine, 
When in this univerſal rage of joy, 2585 
Thou ſnalt behold my face obſcur;d with gloom, 
And catch me ſmothering a broken ſigh. | 
Her. Is Belifarius, proud of his ſucceſs, 
Unmindful of thy worth ? he would defraud 
The ſoldiers of their due, and haughtily EE 
Engroſs the glories which their arms have gain'd. 
: 12 Oh were he ſuch ! I then had room to hope. 
; Not the firſt Cæſar was in his reſolves 
More firm, or flew more ſwift to execute. 
Not Fabius was more wiſe, more circumſpect. 
Never was man more laviſh of his blood 
In glory's hot purſuit; the-conqueſt gain'd, 
- oyful he gives the ſoldiers their juſt fame, 
| e ſhares the fame, but yields them all the ſpil . 
Thus juſt, thus wiſe, thus brave, thus fortunate, 
Modeſt and temperate: yet — may I ſpeak —— 
Her. Boldly. 5 
Mac. Thus then; I envy —— 
Her. On. 3 8 
Mac. I hate 
Her. More yet. 
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Mac. Deteſt, 


BELISARIUS, 3 


Mac. Deteſt, and would to death purſue ——— 
Her. Say, Beliſarius. | 
Mac. You have ſav'd my _ 
The ſhame of naming him, — but him TI hate. 
Her. My brother! in thy boſom dwells my heart, 
There is alliance in our minds; our blood, | 
Our thoughts, our wiſh the ſame : I too deteſt 
This boalled warrior, minion to blind chance. 
We will unite our forces, to the earth | 
Lay low this lofty pine, and from his head 
Wal tear the «A; which we cannot blaſt, — 
But ſay, whence ſprings thy hate! 
Mac. Why ſhould 1 bluſh ? 
Of what am I aſham'd? when I purſue 
Great nature's urgent law ; that prompts me on, 
That breaks all bounds, and leaps o'er ev'ry fence. 
O love! O mighty love! thee I obey, 
At thy dread altars bend ; thou haſt defac'd 
All other thoughts; my only ſovereign thou! 
Her. Love is the cauſe! a woman is concern'd! 
In courts and towns luxurious, love preſides. 
Not the rough warrior free! not cxcngs exempt ! 
Buſy, alluring plague ! pernicious joy 1555 
Woman moves me too, but ambition more.— 
Of that at leiſure hours. Thy ſtory now. 
Mac. I need not tell (our parent Italy, 
O' er- run with Goths, a wild and numerous herd 
Contemning peace and deſperate in war) | 
That Beliſarius, bleſs'd in all attempts, 
In triumph late return'd, Africk ſubdu'd, — 
Her. Tis needleſs this, and irkſome to my ears. 
Too well I know his ſwift ſucceſs; how ſoon 
His fortune or his ſkill in arms o'erthrew | 
The Gothic power, which near an age prevail'd. 
His magnify'd defence of Rome one year 
Enclos'd with hoſtile troops; how thence he drove 
The Gothic king, the warlike Vitiges 
Back to Ravenna, his proud capital, 
Forc'd him to terms, and thou the hoſtage ſent. 
Mac. Thence ſprings my hate, fromthence my griefs ariſe, 
Oh had I been condemn'd to toil in mines, 
To exile ſent, depriv'd bf darling fight ! 
The fair Almira I had ne'er beheld, 


Nor made my fame a facrifice to love, 
& B 2 To 
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4 BELISARIUS. 


To fond, inſulting, to deſponding love. 
There I beheld thee firſt : caught with thy charms, 
I ftrove to mediate peace; rejected that, 
For Vitiges, thy father mildeſt terms 
Procur'd; unprofitable ſervice found! | 
The viQor, Belifarius, he alone | . 
Was worthy thy regard. For him diſdain'd, 
In vain I ſought to move thy haughty mind; 
Fled I purſue, rejected I adore. 
Her. And Belifarius—owns he too her power? 
Mac. Who can behold, and yet reſiſt ſuch power ? 
Oh fatal beauty ] oh reſiſtleſs charms ! 
Guard well thy heart, fly her inchanting voice, 
Dare not to view ſo elegant a form, 
Avoid the luſtre of her radiant eyes, 

Or in the lover I ſhall loſe my friend. FC 
Her. Does Belifarius then reſign his heart, 
And love the daughter of the Roman foe ? | 

Imprudent choice] Note that Hermogenes. — 

Already I have ſpy'd the path which leads 

To gratify ambition and revenge. 

Not all the ſtateſman's forecaſt, all his art 

Could have contriv'd a ſcheme ſo apt, to hurl 

This tow'ring Belifarius from his height, 

As chance hath careleſs offer'd to my thoughts. 
Men may boaſt wiſdom, it is chance invents, ' | 

Chance gives the hint. Let it ſuffice, if we 

Can take the hint and form it to our uſe. — 

But Proclus comes the ger!'ral's favourite. 
Mac. Sent to know where the pegeantry muſt end, 

This anti-chamber is th” appointed — 


Enter Proclus. 


Her. Change we our language then and ſooth his pride. 
Hail worthy Proclus! let me fold thee here, 

And ſhew 1 ſhare the joys thy eyes divulge. 

Pro. He were no friend to honour, jufice, truth, 
No friend to Cæſar, or the Roman name, 
If joy dilated not his breaſt this day. 

Again the Roman name is great in arms, 

To heaven aſcends, with former ſplendor ſhines, 

And Rome again obeys her rightful lord. Y 
Her. When Beliſarius leads, Fortune ſubmits, . 


Os 


Or charm'd, or aw d, no various goddeſs ſhe. 
He wars ſecure, fated to victory, 

Belov'd of heaven and deify'd by men. 
Juſtinian delegates to him his power, 

And wiſely fits ſupine, dull buſineſs ſcorn'd. 
The name of Czfar juſtly is forgot, 

Tis Belifarius fills all mouths, all hearts. 

Pro. Well, I perceive thy aim ; thou do'ſt propoſe 
Invidious, to extol his name too high, | 
And ruin by exaggerated praiſe. K 
Thy taper dim and faint appears, expos'd 
To his bright rays; he juſtly holds firſt place 
In Cæſar's rea Repine thou Macro too, 
That fair Almira hears thy love with ſcorn. 
Combine in hate, employ the courtier's loom, 
Smile, fawn, betray, uſe all inſidious arts, 
Weave fine the ſnare, but ſee the twines are ſtrong, 
Arachne's web ſo bars the eagle's flight. 

Her. Unkind return ! unjuſtly you ſuſpect : 
Yet this provokes not, nor abates our love. 

Should Beliſarius entertain ſuch thoughts, 
"Tis decent to retire, leſt we offend 
His fight, and damp the univerſal joy. 
[Exeunt Her. and Macro. 

Pro, I never view that face without diſtaſte: 
His looks alarm my ſoul, and bid beware. 

Men ſay, the viſage ſhould no credit find 

Erroneous thought ! nature, dire& and plain, 

Stamps on the face the purpoſe of the mind. 

The oo or bad intentions of the heart 

Work out, and on the viſage are diſplay'd. | 

The tfaytor look, which ſhews the traytor heart, 

Is then the honeſt look; fair warning gives, 

And bids us not confide. If then we are 

Deceiv'd, blame we our fond credulity : 

Our vanity and pride enſlave our 2 | 

And yield us captive to fallacious tongues. +» 
But hark, the trumpets - Beliſarius comes. 


Enter Beliſarius in triumph, &c. Vitiges and Almira. 


Tis Cæſar's will I ſhould attend you here. {To Belifarius, 
Plac'd on his throne, to grace your triumph more, 

le will receive you with conſpicuous joy. 

I go, to notify your wiſh'd approach. [Exit Proclus. 


6 BE LISARI US. 

Bel. I do not, Vitiges, condemn your grief, 
Of power diveſted and in triumph led. 

But blame not me; blame your malignant ſtars, 
Vour adverſe fortune, fate, or what you will; 

I only execute what Cæſar wills, Fs 

He bids me war, cuſtom ordains this pomp. 

Vit. I blame not you, nor of my ſtars complain; 

Reproach and cenſure fall on me alone. 

My brows ſurrounded with a diadem, 

The purple from my ſhoulders flowing looſe, 
Thus regally adorn'd I ſhould have dy'd, 
In the tumultuous breach I ſhould have fallen, 
And born my honours ſpotleſs to the grave. 

Bel. A brave defence of towns beſieg'd, a wiſe 
Retreat equals the conqueror's renown. 

But, oh ! Almira, when I view thy face 
O'erſpread with care, when I behold thoſe eyes, 
Thoſe heavenly eyes, which wont to chear my ſoul; 
Now bent on and ſwoll'n with pearly drops, 
My glories I renounce, my triumph hate, Ko 

m'd of conqueſt, grievous to thy peace. 
Some merit I may , ſome favours claim 
For ſervice paſs'd; Juſtinian wiſe and good, 
Will hear my pray'rs and will reſtore thy peace. 
But ſee the door unfolds ——Czfar appears. 


Trumpets. The ſcene draws. Juſtinian on his throne. 
He deſcends and embraces, Beliſarius. 


wa Come to my arms, to my embraces riſe. 
elcome, my ſoldier ! Atlas of my ſtate | 

More than ſupporter, the enlarger thou . 
The happy inſtrument of heav'n to give 

Our empire peace, and ſubjugate her foes. 

Bel. My triumph is compleat, my joys are full, 
When ſuch reception you vouchſafe to give. 
Chearful the ſoldier toils, undaunted fights, | 
Secure of recompence in Cæſar's ſmiles, 

Juſ. Be witneſs all, let every nation know, 

From every nation thou haft purchas'd fame, 

How dear, how high thou art in our eſteem. | 
Thou ſcarce canſt add to what I owe thy ſword, + | 
Nor canſt demerit by hereafter deeds. a 
The impious wretch who dares infuſe diſtruſt, 
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Envy or jealouſy in our juſt mind, | 
Pulls fre deſtruction on his miſcreant head. 

But ſay, my warrior! wouldſt thou — require 
To ſhew our love, to prove our gratitude 

Bel. Encourag d thus: allow me to preſent 
This royal pair, objects of clemency. 6 
This Vitiges—his lovely daughter this. , 
Let them not pine in fad captivity, 
Aſſuage their ſorrows and pronounce them free. 
Jiu. Kind and benevolent are thy demands, 

And but anticipate what we reſolv'd.— 
Be free Be ever from this moment free. 
And if there may remain to recompenſe 


The loſs of empire and of ſovereign pow'r, L 
When Belifarius aſks be gratify'd. 
But to the temple let us now proceed— 
| Your preſence is not neceſſary there. [Te Vitiges. 


There ſhew our tranſports, there compleat our joy. 

Imperfe& is our joy till we have pai x 

Our holy off rings at the ſhrine ; juſt debt, 

For gratitude, but in the will deſign'd, 

Brings ſweeteſt comfort to the honeſt mind. ¶ Exit Juſtinĩan. 
Bel. Proclus, my friend—my duty calls me hence, 


[To Vitiges. 
Will ſhew the palace order'd to your uſe. | 
Conſtantinople now can vie with Rome. 
The ſons of ancient Rome have oft beheld 
Princes beneath their hoſpitable roofs, 
Who ſought protection and implor'd their aid. 
Nor is their glory yet ſo far impair'd, | 
But till hold a rank which princes'ſeek; + 
The greateſt kings to Czfar ſue for grace, 
Oy ſtill in the patrician name.  - - 
ave power, that dignity is yours, 
With affluence to live 1 ſtate. 
May this prevail to mollify your cares ! 
May this deface the injuries of war ! 
And when Almira deigns to ſay ſhe loves, 
Nor Goth nor Vandal ſhall exceed her pomp, 
The gold of Africa ſhall pave her way, 
And Aſia's gems ſhall blaze around her head, + 


_ Whence ſprings the pow'r of love! whence fly his 
| arts | Sx 2 
My ſterious cauſe ! involuntary flame! 
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And in that 


The king my father conquer d by your arms, 
Victorious ever] Both in triumph led, 


This ſhould raiſe thoughts repugnant to ſoft ls. 
And yet I cannot hate, and when I f. 


I cannot hate, I then confeſs too much. 
Bel. ] cannot aſk, nor can you grant too much, 


; When faithful honourable love demands, 


And by a father authoris'd that love, 
That bleſſing only can compleat my joys, 
bleſling terminate my pray rs. 
Alm. A virgin's pray'r ſhould be to guard her heart, 


And ſpend her days in innocence and peace. 


c 


The joys of love are pompouſly deſcrib'd, 


She fears the tryal artleſs and unſkill'd, 


And checks the paſſion fatal to her reſt. 
The hind ſurveys the ſtream with wiſhing eyes ; 


But all around the hounds and toils deſcries, 


Prompted by thirſt; but more compell'd with fear, 5 
dhe flies the 80 where uit is 995 near. . Scueraly. 


% 


— 


ACT II. SCENE | 1 


'The 3 continues | ' 
Enter Juſtinian and Beliſarius. | 


Fuſ. MO thee the ſoldier's merit beſt is known, 
To thee I give full pow'r of recompence. 
The treaſury ſhall anſwer thy; demand, | 
Ample and royal be the donative. 
Bravely they fought and freely we reward. 
Bel. And Vitiges 
Juſ. And Vitiges ſhall be 7 Ful 
Declar'd patrician. Say, is there ought elſe? 4 
Bel. Cæſar, too bounteous, leaves no room to ; | 


My fellow ſoldiers' ſervice recompens'd, 


My promiſe giv'n to Vitiges perform'd, 

Compleat my' wiſhes and o'erpay my toyls. 

 Fuſ. Thy bounteous mind for others ſeeks reward, 

- Unmindful of thyſelf; but we © not ſo. 7 | 
O 


T A | 8 
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To be debtors ſuits not our high place. 
Raiſe thy deſires, ſwell thy aſpiring thoughts, 
And take a gift which kings have ſought in vain. \ 
Bel. Too wellI apprehend the fatal gift. Apart. 
Already I am rais d beyond deſert, | 
I ſeek no more, ſecure of Cæſar's love. 
Bel Long have I griev'd, and with paternal care 
d my people vex'd and hurt by laws 
Incertain and confus d. I meditate 
To rectify that ill; ſuperfluous laws 
Reſcind, the dark explain, the good affirm, 
To have the whole digeſted and compil'd. 
Laborious taſk ! ages to come ſhall reap 
The benefit, and by theſe pandects taught, 
uſtice ſhall be diſtributed, and men 12 
hall bleſs the work; the cares of government, 
The providence of war divert thoſe thoughts. 
Take thou thoſe cares; repell the barb'rous foe, 
Retrieve Rome's glory, and enlarge her bounds. 
Bel. With envy men behold the rank I bear; 
Increaſe of pow'r will ſharpen more their tongues. 
710 Deſpiſe their pointleſs darts, themſelves they ſting. 
To ſtrengthen yet thy title to ſuch pow'r, 
To bring thee nearer to myſelf, and fix 
Thee ever there, Valeria hu be thine, 
My belov'd ſiſter; fair too ſhe is held, 
Taught to obey, inſtruct her thou to love. 
Bel. Oh far am I beneath the royal dame 
Oh let not Cæſar thus debaſe his blood! 
Zuſ. Think'ſ thou I am unmindful of thy worth? 
Think'R thou I can forget my empire reſcu'd 
— — o'er-whelm'd) from the inſulting arms 
haughty Coſroës and Cavadas, 
Proud Perſia's kings? or the inhumane Huns, 
A monſtrous race ! by thee ſubdu'd, diſpers'd? 
Then ſhook my throne, when Pompey and Ipatius 
Rebellious pair !) with thirty thouſand fell 
eath thy loyal ſword. Sicilian nymphs 
No more had ſung our praiſe in ſweeteſt ſtrains, 
- Had'ſthou not forc'd them to new-ſtring the lyre, 

And taught the fertil iſland to obey. 
Thy fag 2 — hereaſter — believe 
rapid conqueſt o'er the ſoil 

Of Africa? in ſour revolving moons 
| Cc Reduc'd ; 


* 
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Reduc'd; where the fierce Vandals were o'excome 
In one great day; and Gilimer their king 4 
Thy captive made, in triumph hither brought; 
more immenſe and rich old Rome nt er aw. 
And now another foe, the Goths ſubmit, 
And now another king in triumph led. 
Own I theſe truths, and ſhall I not reward? 
Bel. My ſervices deſerve not ſuch reward. 
I muſt oppoſe, Valeria will | 
A ſtate for me too high.—Almira oh! [ Afide. 
8 N I will not hear thee ſpeak | 
o more—I will not 
In 4 or of the man I love. 
Valeria knows my will; and as the ought. 


Approves the nee my appointment, ſee 
Enter Valeria. 


She comes, prepar'd to ratify my will, 

Valeria! worthy object of my care 

Ever obſervant of my will | receive | 

This grateful gift. Goin each other bleſs'd ! 

I have diſclos'd the ſecret of thy heart, 

Shewn where that beats, to fave a virgin's bluſh 

Love oft dilates the beart, but flies the tongue, 

And hates to be beheld by foreign eyes. 

My preſence may incenſe the froward boy, 

Diſturb your thoughts, and check your mutual joy. 
[Exit Juſtinian, 

Val. Brother and emperor has a double right » 

To claim compliance and diſpoſe of me. 

Nor is my ſex, nor is my birth excuſe 

For diſobedience to his high commands. 
Bel. Be he for ever ſcorn'd, ever accurs'd, 

Who ſeeks to gratify his love by force, 

Or would by pow'r compell the fair to yield. 

The force of arms to empire ma give right, 

But love is ever unconſtrainꝰd ree. 

Val. Weak ſordid minds are dad 2 the glare 
Of wealth and power; unneceſſary aids, | 
When merit ſuch as yours — in her claim. 

Bel. All I have * all I aſpire to do, 
Are more than paid, when you vouchſaſe to 
4 Who can oppoſe virtue ſo —— 
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Envy abaſſi d retires to her dark cell, 

Her ſnakes are folded and forget to hiſs. 
Bel. Such enexampled goodneſs I behold 

With wonder, and at aweful diſtance bleſs. | 
Val. He underſtands me not, or ſhuns my love. [ Aſide. 
Our ſex indeed are pleas'd with — 

Proud to ſurvey the lover trembling ſtan 

And diſtant ſue for grace. Perhaps my birtn 

Requires ſuch forms ; — but Czfar has forbid. 

You may approach and you may ſpeak unaw'd. 
Bel. Oh aid me love to ſpeak, yet not diſpleaſe! [ Afde. 
With awe and with reſpect profound, I muſt 

Approach great Cæſat's fifter. You are plac'd 

So high, fo far above my lowly tate, 

I dare not give ambition ſo much ſcope. 

My heart ſhall ſill be fill'd with gratitude, 

And duty and obedience ever pay. 
Val. What means this language? Whence is this reſerve ? 


Obedience, duty, gratitude, reſpełt 42 
1 uty, e, 
Such terms indeed 4 ao a ſubject's mouth. 
But there remains a word, artfully ſhun'd, 
They ay compriſes, nay exceeds them all. 
Bel. Twere higheſt inſolence to mention more. 

Val. I grow alarm'd, ſuſpicious of my ſhame. [ Aſide. 

The calmneſs of your mind well ſuits reſpect. | 
And cold reſpect is all you have to urge? 

Bel. Oh grief of mind! oh my diſtracted ſoul! 
Oh royal virgin! oh divinely fair | 
Let not ſo mean an object move your wrath, 

Look with compaſſion down on my hard fate ! 
Neglect this heart Could I with loſs of life — 
al. Talk not of life, too well I underſtand. 

Have I debas'd my birth, diſgracd my ſex, 

And meanly ſu'd'to have my heart receiv'd ? 

Thankleſs to me! perverſe to Czfar's will! 

I vainly thought my birth this diſtance caus'd ; 

And what is pride believ'd humility. 

Artleſs, I thought the gift would be more priz'd, 

The value more increas'd, granted unſought : 

And ſo it would, in noble gen'rous minds. 

Inſolent man flies when we meanly ſue, 

And with contempt rewards our proffer'd love. 

Bel. Tis not my will, 8 my unhappy fate Put 
- 
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Val. Tis fate or fortune cauſes all our woes. 
Proud, partial man ne er owns himſelf in fault, 
But heav'n arraigns for puniſhment deſerv'd. 
Sure I have finn'd beyond the common courſe, 
Subjected to indignity like this. 
And yet in this I merit not reproach : 
I pay obedience to the ſov'reign power. 
Bel. Your dread diſpleaſure is my deepeſt grief, 
And makes me curſe the triumphs of this day, 
Val. Triumphs you curſe attended with a gift 
So mean, as ſcorn'd Valeria — down my heart 
Nor was the triumph of the day compleat, 
Till ſhe was number'd in the captive train, 
The wages of the war. — But ere the day 
Be yet conſum'd, Valeria may find means 
To ſhew a juſt reſentment of ſuch pride, 
Scorn in her turn and be implor'd in vain. 
Bel. ] fear to ſpeak, leſt I ſhou'd more offend— 
Would you vouchſaſe to hear Oh love aſſiſt. [ Aide. 
Val. Hear what! to have the injury increas'd, 
And told in formal ſpeech I am deſpis'd. 
No, I will hear no more leave me away 
And with thee take each tender thought — begone. 
2 [Exit Bel. bowing. 
True he is gone, but foul diſgrace remains, 
Shame and confuſion, with the flighted maid —— 
Shame and confuſion Oh wou'd that were all! 
A ſtronger paſlion rages in my heart. 
Perhaps I drove him hence too ſoon ? —oh no! 
In his demeanour, in his eyes I read 
Careleſs indifference, cold neglect and hate. 
Coldneſs, neglect and hate I could have born, 
Had I not been miſ-led to own my love — 
Oh anxious thought ! torture! to be refus'd! _ 
The peaſant, flave, the poor, the old wou'd rage 
At ſuch return, to have their paſſion ſcorn'd. 

Can I be calm? firſt princeſs of this world 
Juſtinian's ſiſter ! in my pride of bloom 
Tis falſe; I am ſome beggar's ſpurious brat, 
Old and deform'd, and odious to the fight, —— 
Oh I could tear my hair, beat this fond breaſt, 

$ummon the furies to inhabit there, 
' Expel this love, and aid me in revenge. 
Revenge! alas! ſo puniſ me in him. 
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The ſudden anger of my ſex blown o'er, 
The native tenderneſs returns. And love 
Smiles at my threats, and dares my rage. Fierce man 
May rage and give his baleful pathon ſcope, 
And execute his wrath with fire and ſword. 
Poor, feeble, injur'd woman knows no arms, 
Seeks no redreſs, but by ſubmiſhve pray'r, 
And only hopes for eaſe in tears and ſighs — 


Enter Hermogenes. 


Flow then ye tears! fly my expanded breaſt, 
Ye throbbing fighs ! attendants of my ſhame. 
Her. Valeria wounng! unexpected ſight ! 
Forgive me, madam, if your ſlave preſumes 
To aſk the cauſe, and wonder at your grief. 
Val. What have I done ? I publiſh my diſgrace, 
Betray my weakneſs by unwary grief. [Alt. 
27 is the cauſe, unfeign'd true grief 
ves ſolitude, and hates to be beheld. a 
would be private now. —Retire——yet ſtay. 
"Tis a vain thought to have the cauſe conceal'd. 
Au. 


perhaps my weakneſs or — perhaps his pride 
Perhaps—alas ! too ſure it will be known. 
Hermogenes is wiſe, and may aſſiſt. 
Say I ſhould tell thee whence my ſorrows riſe, 

Would'ſt thou then aid, at leaſt conceal the cauſe ? 

Her. Can ſuch a bleſſing be reſerv'd for me, 
La aid _ 2 in diftrefs ? NY 

al, Not me alone, the emperor is ſerv'd, . 

228 righted in redreſſing me. 

n me the majeſty of Rome is mock'd ; 
My ſex, my birth, all join to claim revenge. 
Revenge on him, * blood, devoid of heat, 
Beats low, and freezes when I own my love. 
Oh my unbridled tongue ! but who ſo wiſe 
To ſay enough and not too much? I aim'd 
To ſhew my anger, and [I ſlide to love. 
What need I more? my thoughts ſtand all expos'd; 
If thou art wiſe, if brave, adviſe, redreſs. 

Her. Honour'd with Cæſar's confidence, I gueſs 
Your grief. I ſtand aftoniſh'd and amaz'd, 
That Belifarius from ſuch beauty flies, 
And to Almira blindly yields his heart. 


. oo — r A | 


Vai. 
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Val. What! does be love? oh aggravating ill f 
Were he averſe, inſenſible to love, & 

I could forgive his cold neglect of me. 
To have another in my wrong preferr'd, 
Adds to my ſhame and grief; arid woman's pride 
Improves my anger, and inflames me more, 
And yields he ſudden to a foreign love? 
Mine was of elder date. Unpritefal he 
To all advances decence would allow 
My gentle ſighs were Vain ; in vain my eyes 
Threw tender glances ; careleſs he beheld — 
Alas l my eyes ſhot feeble pointleſs darts, 
Barren of love, fruitful alone of tears. 

Give way my grief! let rage poſſeſs my heart 
Point thou the way to right this flighted heart: 

Her. He ſtands a tow'ring height, his baſis firm —— 
And yet he might be taught if you approve. 
Fa. Oh! doubt not me, be ſure I ſhall aſſent. 

Her. True, he's my friend, my benefactor he. 

Fal. And what the emperor, and what am I? 

Her. From me the method may ſeem ſtrange and harſh. 

Fal. Not harſh, not too ſevere. . 

Vet that I am his friend, his faithful friend, 

Will beſt appear ſhould you purſue my ſcheme. 

So weak the mind of man, nor nor ill 

e, in extreams is — ortitude. 
hro' lon ſperity he has forgot 

Or A both ſervilely s obey. 

He muſt be taught that he is mortal. 
Val. How! '” 


* 


Her. Subject at leaſt to change. That wealth and pow'r | A 


By fortune are diſpos'd, not the reward 
Of merit ever. Soon the gain is loft 
Of long, laborious, ignominious years. 
He merits all that Cæfar can beſtow, 
Yet ſome affliction teaches to be wiſe ; 

So ſhall he learn obedience to your will, 
And own your beauty, as your pow'r, ff 
Val. You politicians love to ſpeak in terme 

Cbſcure, petplex d. Declare at what you aim. 
Her. Suppoſe him now, on this trrumphant day, 

His laurels green, elated with ſucceſs, | 

Sup, poſe him ſuddenly diſplac'd, diſgrac'd. 


x 


Val. 


ys, 


8 . "mi 


N 
O 
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Val. Diſplae d dαf ll! 
Her. His maſs of treaſure ſeiz'd, 

Reduc'd to want, and mark d with infamy. 

No — way 1 251 will move _ 

His mind. Judge ho I prize your peace, 

Wien Wurf ſacriſo the man I love, 

My friend, my deareſt friend, to give you caſe. 

Val. I know. not how tg give conſent, 
Her. Your pow'r ; «5s! 

Is abſolute oer Caſar's will ! tis kind 

To check his pride, and ſtop ſome wild defigns. 
Val. The world will tax us with ingratitude. 


Her. The world alas! the world can neter right, 
Compos'd of —— and fools. Who would 10 | 
Their appetites for popular applauſe? 


Or bear a moment's pain, to gratify 

The wild, the thoughtleſs, the ignoble herd ? 
Mark Belifarius, by the giddy crowd _ . 
Ador'd, purſu'd with deafning peals of joy; 
His praiſes yet ſuſpended in the air, 

The ſound of grateful tribute to his worth 

ot yet extinct: diveſt him but of pow'r, 

f Gears love, that clam'rous rout with joy 
Would ſhout his fall, and hiſs him to the grave. 

Val. Love he with-holds with Czfar's favour grac'd; 
For injuries, tho' ſhort, will he not hate? 

Her. His fall divulg'd, to me he has recourſe, 
His boſom-friend, I ſhew his pride, neglect, 
His inſolence, ingratitude—— (forbear 
To frown, a friend muſt always be ſincere.) 
Point out the happy way to be redreſs'd, 


And ere 'tis night, I throw me at your feet, 


And humbly ſue to have his love receiy'd. - 

Val. True, the temptation's ſtrong ; and yet I fear 

Her, This method cannot fail, dis eaſy Pin. 

Tal. Well if I can prevail — _ | 

Her Of that no doubt. | 

_ 8 o—You muſt impart Julian s will. a 
er lent ever.— | ing and returning. 

Tal. And in gentleſt terms er N. 


Her. I wound myſelf when I diſpleaſe my friend. 
Val. In private ſpeak, it may afflict top much 
1 his diſgrace. 
Conſide ig me. | 


Val. 
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Vl. Diſtaſteful is my taſk, perplex'd my fate! 
To win his love, I counterfeit my hate. | 
I dread the means which to my aid 1 call, | 
And with reluctant joy behold his fall. [Exit Valeria. 
Her. And when a great man falls—rife when he can. 
Honour. once ſoil'd, the luſtre neer returns. | 
This exceeds hope Chance is my goddeſs ftill ! 
In gentleſt terms, in private ſpeak no doubt. 
„2 ols, 
ulous, eaſy, tools 
Fit inſtruments os radi and deſtroy, 2 5 
Guided by ſxilful and judicious heads. 
| Left to themſelves, like frigates under ſail, 
—_— Goodly to ſee, without the pilot's care 
ba drive on ſands, or bulge upon the rocks. 
e woman gain'd, the man's deſtruction follows. 
To make it ſurer, Vitiges muſt join; 
The heavy, ſurly Goth, by Grecian wiles 
Defrauded, no Augean taſk, ſhall aid, 
And make revenge compleat, and fix my pow'r, 
Seated on high, ſecure I will look down 


Þ And view the ocean cover'd with the wreck. 
4 Pleas'd with the ſtorm, deride my ſinking foe, 
3 And hear the ſurges vainly daſn below. [ Exit. 


ACT II. SCENE I. 
The Scene continues. 
Enter Hermogenes and Macro. 


Her. Aft thou inform'd the Goth of my deſire? 
Mac. You are obey'd ; expect him ſoon. 
. > ___ 4 
* — — — — thy fate. Pig be | ( 
is not enough; a ill. 
Thy vigour may caſt off * ſlough, 
And with freſh beauty in the ſpring appear. 
I muſt purſue the blow. Benum'd and cold 
The adder I will ſeize, and cruſh him dead. 
| Mac. Now, my Hermogenes ! now ſhew thy love, pe. 


BELISARIUS, 
And make me bleſs d. Juſtinian has declat'd 
That Beliſarius ſhall Valeria wed, 
To thee no doubt well known. The news dilates 
My heart, and I partake the * joy. 
Her. And whence thy joy 
Mar. Almira may be mine, 
Would ſt thou confirm the emperor's reſolves, 
And influence Vitiges to give conſent. 
How the thought ans then wert thou kind indeed. 
Then, Beliſarius, glut thyſelf with pow'r; 
Let Europe, Afric, Aſia ſound thy fame, 
No envy ſtings my breaſt, Almira mine. 
Her. Tis ſtrange, muſt folly till adhere to love ! 
Mac. Let folly, madneſs, want or plagues attend, 
Love I purſue, my guide, my aim, my prize. 
Her. Away, go vent thy rant in woods and wilds, 
Such rapture 1s n to my ears. A 
Mac. And can a brother then refuſe me aid? 
Her. Thou art not of my blood; allied to me, 
Thou wouldft reject all paſſions, ev'ry thought 


Injurious to thy int'reſt ; worſhip there, 


Let that predominate, make that thy god. 
What! ſway'd by love] why thou haſt friendſhips too? 
Childiſh and ignorant! Women thou think'ſt 
Have conſtancy, and men have gratitude. ; 
Vers'd in the world, thou, to thy coſt, wilt find 
All are betrayers and are all betray'd. 
Mac. Theſe grave refinements are not proper now. 
Coſt what it will, I muſt poſſeſs my love. 
Her. What! at expence of pow'r? why Lucifer 
Drew half the hoſt of heav'n t' eſpouſe his cauſe, 
So tempting is the bait of ſov'reign pow'r ; 
They of ætherial mold. How then ſhould man, 
Groſs man reſiſt? the ape of angels fall'n. 
Mac. There are no joys but in Almira's arms. 
Her. Why J love too; for 'tis my intereſt 
To love. I would poſſeſs too her I love, 
But 'tis to gratify myſelf. With views 
Like theſe, a wiſe man may indulge the flame. 
Mac. You ſeek another, yet obſtruct my love! 
Her. Nature or cuſtom makes me hold thee dear, 
Beſides, tis advantageous to us both 
To join in friendſhip ; 8 then may laſt. 
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© This ſpreading tree once fil d, the ſickly plant 
 Depriv'd of air, debarr'd the genial ſun, 
Recovers ſtrength and ſhoots into the ſkies, 


| Tuer Vitiges. 


See Vitiges appears retire a while. 
But be at hand, thou too muſt bear a part. [Exit Macro. 
While fawning crowds have ſung the victor's fame, 


| [Zo Vitiges. 
And ſcornfully beheld your captive ſtate; 
While Cæſar glories in a realm regain'd, 
And Beliſarius giddy grows with height, 
I have retir'd, and mourn'd and wept your fate. 
Vit. In courts tis rare to meet ſuch gen'rous minds; 
Fortune rules there, and guides their love and hate. 
Her. Fortune has thrown me in the buſtling court, 
A place ill ſuited to ſo calm a mind, 
And full of ſnares to my incautious ſteps. 
Where bafe ingratitude has birth, and vile 
Diſſimulation reigns ; where fycophants 
Are only held for friends; where lyes prevail 
And Rifle truth ; where momentary ſhifts 
And tricks for wiſdom paſs, and pride ſurmounts 
And ſweeps the palace with her gorgeous train. 
Vit. Princes behold their errors in diſtreſs, 
And like me would reform too late. To me 
It matters not how courts are fill'd; but this 
I feel, whatever cares attend the prince, 
If diſpoſſeſs'd, he ne'er taftes comfort more. 
Her. A helpleſs, unavailing pity ſhews 
Like pride, and ſeldom is fincere. Methinks 
Pity from my mean ſtate, ſounds infolent. 
I would be uſeful, I would ferve, affiſt 
So excellent a man, ſo good a prince. 
Vit. Such I was once eſteem'd. A captive now, 
A ſlave; and with my pow'r my praiſe is loſt. 
Her. And are the appetites to rule deſtroy'd ? 
Have you forgot the pleaſure of command ? 
Can you now beg, accuſtom'd to beſtow ? 
Vit. Why doſt thou ſtrive to rowze my drowzy mind, 
And bring back hated objects to my eyes ? 
Why paint the pleaſures [ can only view, 
And why improve the pains I an ras ? 


* 


I ſearch 


O. 
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I ſearch content in dull forgetfulneſs, 


1 | My mid d ſeeks peace, an memory forbids. | 


Her. Content ! can princes have ſuch narrow views ? 
What is that thing content? freedom from pain? 
To be diveſted of all appetites ? | 
To have no wiſh ? uſeleſs, inſipid ſtate ! 


If to be happy is to be content, 
In happineſs the dog excells the man, 


I The worm excells the dog, the block the worm. 


Content! a low and lazy excellence, 
For drones to exerciſe in lonely cells ; 
A ſtranger to ſociety ; in ſchools 
"Tis gravely taught, in practice never found; 
In courts, in camps, and at the bar unknown, 
By hermits plac'd in ſolitude ; but who 
E'er courted ſolitude, but throꝰ diſguſt ? 

No, give me griefs, anxiety and pain; 
For ſweetly intermix'd with joy, they give 
A poignant reliſh to my appetite ; 


Then] luxuriant feaſt, am rapt in bliſs. 


What lover is ſo dull who knows not this ? 


= Why flies th' adulterer the lawful ſheets 
And courts a brothel love? in hot purſuit 

Why is the lion chas'd ? caught in the toyls 
Wich eaſe. Why is the nob 


e gen'rous ſteed 
Strain'd to purſue the tim'rous hare ? the pains, 
The hazards, and the difficulties charm. 

And man, ſhall fpritely, ſociable man 


1 Confine his wiſhes to ignoble eaſe ? 


Vit. A ſtate my ſoul diſdains ; but what redreſs ? 
Her. The bold and daring ſoul ne'er doubts redreſs, 


3 And . fails when prudence is the guide. 
"7 Baſe treac | 
And fruſtrate both.—Perhaps I may be thought 


ery indeed may interpoſe 


Vit. No, thou art honeſt ; thou art ſure too wiſe 
To be a knave, too gen'rous to betray. - 
Her. To fee a king in triumph led, in chains, 
To feed his contu'ror's inſolence and pride, 
With indignation ſwells my honeſt breaſt. 
And here your miſery is but begun. 
Think what it is to drag, to wear out life, 
Meanly dependant on another's ſmiles. 
To court the emp'ror, on his fav'rites fawn, 
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His juſtice and 
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Which points the way to 
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Subſervient to buffoons and paraſites. | | 
Vit. It galls, it ſhocks ; — yet Cæſar has declar d 
Her. Alas! * is not known. Tis true 

nd his temperance are fam'd. 

But ſubtile minifters when they proclaim 

The prince's wiſdom, but extol their own. 

His virtues are but feign'd ; inconſtant, raſh, 

Severe and proud, to flatterers a flave.—— 

But I proceed too far - ] am too free 

It is my nature's honeſt fault too plain. 

Vit. You cannot pleaſe me more; 1 pray proceed, 
Her. I meditate a way - would you aſſiſt 
Vit. I would be foremoſt in the brave deſign. 
Her. It may ſeem ſirange to ſcrupulous weak minds, 

But what is brave, what wiſdom but ſucceſs ? ; 

Raſhneſs and folly barter then their names. 

Freedom obtain'd, no matter by what means, 

Empire in view, the method is approv'd. 

Fit Too keen my wiſhes to regain my crown, 

Too ſenſibly I feel my wretched fate. 

If thou art wiſe, deſcribe the happy means 

To ſhake off ſervitude, to mount my throne, 

If good, no longer hold me in ſuſpence, 

er. Suppoſe the fair Almira were beſtow'd 

On Beliſarius, he declar'd your heir. | 
Vit. I have approv'd, Almira will conſent. 

Her. With patience hear, Suppoſe the army too, 

Won by his merits, cr ſeduc'd with bribes, 

Eſpous'd their darling's cauſe z ſupported thus, 


With eaſe you may reject the Roman yoke, 


And Beliſarius give Juſtinian law. * 
Vit. His ſaith to Cæſar would tranſcend his love. 
Her. But put the caſe. What recompence were due, 

Were ſuch a deep conſpiracy reveal'd ? 

*T were juſtice to reſtore your conquer'd realms, 

And add increaſe. Juſtinian could no leſs, 

Nor ſhould I fail-to urge his gratitude. 

Vit. *Tis hazardous, tis baſe, beneath a king. 
Her. Nay, I adviſe not. It concerns not me. 
I am contented with my humble lot, 

In council to preſide, and turn and guide 

uſtinian's will, Howeer judge of my love, 
liberty and pow'r, 
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And would in tenderneſs to you prevent 
Your being cruſh'd when Beliſarius falls. 
Vit. You much amaze me; Belifarius fall! 
Her. At once he falls, to want, to ſcorn reduc d; 
I bear the emperor's ſevere decree. ; 
He vainly thinks, you credulous believe, 
His virtues, ſervices, not to be ſumm'd, 
Have fix'd him ever in Juſtinian's love. 
Have you forgot, when ſubjects grow too great, 
Their merits thought beyond all recompence, 
That princes either muſt reſign their pow'r, 
Or act with baſe ingratitude. Sad choice. 
Such is Juſtinian's caſe, He ſeeks pretence 
To juſtify the ruin he deſigns. | 
it. Strange! Beliſarius fink ! his ſhield ! his arm! 
Her. It is reſolv'd. See where he comes with crowds 
Surrounded ; falſe, degen'rate, ſervile crew 
Mark how the rav'nous herd, lowing for food, 
Will ſhun the waſte, and fly the barren land, 
And ſpurn the paſture where they lately fed. 2 
Retire and hear, then judge what —2 to take. ¶ Exrunt. 


Enter Beliſarius, follrwd by ſeveral Officers, 


Bel. You need not, Fulvius, be at farther pains, 
Rely on me; this fault ſhall be forgot; 
I know you brave, but learn more temperance. 

Ful. May I but live to ſhew my gratitude. 

Bel. Decius] your courage ſhewn at Rome beſieg'd, 
With Rome is recompens d. You govern Rome. 

Dec. Beyond my hopes ! accept my humbleſt thanks. 

Bel. You loſt your equipage in the late ſtorm, 

Murellus ! you love ſhow, it ſuits your youth ; 
This order will repay your loſs tenfold. 

Mur. My general's favour is my greateſt wealth. 

I of Excellent man An Officer whiſpers Beliſ. 

2 Off. How nobly he beſtows ! 

3 Off. He ſtays not to be aſk'd. The manner charms 
Beyond the gift. | 

4 Off. How gracefully he moves ! 

I — Has he ſpoke to you yet? 

2 Off. No, but he look'd on me and ſmil'd, 

Off. You are a happy man, res” 

I ſhall catch his eye preſently, | Int 


Can ſway me from the gratitude I owe. 
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Bel Virtuous and fair you ſay, and nobly born? 
And yet your father will not give conſent ? 
Cot. F. or, ſhe is poor, a helpleſs orphan left. 
Bel. I am her father, I adopt her mine, 
I faw thee, Cotta, on Sicilian plains | 
Do wonders with thy ſword. She is my care. 
So tell thy father ; to endow the maid, 
What he demands, I charge myſelf to pay. 
Cot. You give me more than life; not ſhe I love 


1 Off. Obſerve his words, how elegant they flow. 
II [Another "whiſpers Belifarius. 

2 Off. What fancy in his dreſs ! worn with what eaſe! 
3 Off. Huſh! heobſerves—his eyes were turn'd this way. 

4 Off: Happy the man till preſent to his ſight! 

1 Of. Might I but live to ſhew-my unfeign'd zeal, 
How I adore his worth! I ſhould die pleas'd. 

2 Off. The-virtues of our boaſted anceſtors 
Are all compris'd in him. And when he dies 
The Roman glory is expir'd. 

3 Of. Tis true. ; 
To give him life, we all would die. 

J. All, all. | 
4 Off. Silence, he ſpeaks. 
Bel. And haſt thou, Rufus, ſerv'd, 

So many years beneath my banner fought, 
And I no better known? Haſt thou no way 
To feed ambition, or thy avarice ; 
But to traduce, to carry tales, inform, | 
And darkly wound the man thou call'ſt thy friend? 
Away—ſuch an offence ſhould be chaſtis'd— 
Yet, for thou haſt complain'd of poverty, 
Leſt that ſhould tempt thee to proceed in ill, 
This order will enable thee to live. 


Enter Hermogenes. 


My fellow-ſoldiers ! theſe are Cæſar's gifts, 
From our juſt emperor theſe bounties flow. 
His coffers when exhauſted, what in mine 
Remains, freely command. The ſolid joy 
Of wealth and pow'r is in beneficence. 
All. Our grateful tongues ſhall ever ſound your praiſe. 
Her. Short praiſe ; or I am much deceiy'd in man. Ls 
. raw 
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Draw near my friends ! You warlike men attend] 
While I denounce the emperor's decree, | 
Aloud and public. So he gives command; 
Not but it grieves my ſoul I ſhould be ſent 
To damp the joys of this auſpicious day, 
And clip the victor's large aſpiring wings, 
Harſh to my tongue: Cæſar muſt be obey'd. 
Bel. If harſh to me, conſtrain thee not to grieve, 
I know thy envious thoughts, thy thankleſs mind, 
To me thou ow'ſt but I reproach thee not. 
Speak Cæſar's will. 
. Her. Then know, thou art - undone. 
The emperor Juſtinian has declar'd 
From all command, all pow'r thou art diſmiſs'd. 
Bel. May Cæſar live for ever !—yet tis ſtrange. 
OF. How | what! | 
el, What would my gracious maſter more? 
Her. What the offence I know not, great no doubt, 
Or this might well ſuffice. Sentence is paſs'd, 
Thy lands, thy goods, all that thou couldſt this morn 
Call thine, are all confiſcated, all ſeiz'd. 
Bel. What, ſtripp'd of all! 
| Her. So Cæſar has ordain'd. 
And if I can prevail, theſe worthy men, 
wn; T ſoldiers, they ſhall ſhare the ſpoil. 
* 1 Off. Moſt wiſe Hermogenes! 
All. Command our lives. 
Her. I can but pity you, and humbly take my leave. 
[Exit Her, 
Bel. Inſulting man! all ſeiz d! difplac'd ! diſgrac'd! 
1 Off Well, Lalways ſaid it would come to this. 
2 Off. I have foreſeen it long, I knew it could not laſt. 
3 Off. Laſt! how ſhould it? ever guided by fools, 
A prey to knaves, encompæſſed with flatterers, - 
An honeſt man cou'd not approach him. | 
4 Off. You know it was always my opinion, 
That there was ſomething odd, ſomething melancholick, 
Something fatal in his looks. 
I oo: How poor a figure now ! how mean ! 
2 Off: Did you not obſerve how handſomly 
Hermogenes delivered his meſlage, | 
And how kind to us? 
3 Off. Oh there's no compariſon. 
Well, I wiſh we knew. who is to ſucceed him, 


That 
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ö That we might be early in paying our compliments. 
| = 4 Off. Letus enquire. We have no bulineſs here. | 
EE [ Exeunt Officers. 


4 


| Bel. So ſoon deſerted ! what, not one remain! 
| | | How quick this ſtorm has blown away theſe flies 
| Why let him ſeize my palaces, lay waſte 
My art and to theſe wretches give my wealth. 
| My honeſty, my virtue is my own, 
| Thank heav'n ! innate, by practice too confirm'd, | 
| | Beyond the reach of wild deſpotic pow'r. 3 
Is *t poſſible? Valeria! can it be? | 
Can thy reſentment make thee ſo ſevere ! 
And can Juſtinian yield to my diſgrace ? 

Are all my ſervices forgot? —— This moru, 
This ſplendid morn beheld me firſt of men, 
| Bleſs'd and applauded as my chariot drove, 
And by my glories Czfar was obſcur'd. 
| And now, the day not yet conſum'd, behold 

8 Me laſt of men, abandon'd and deſpis'd! 

Oh why is man compos d of ſuch wild ſtuff 

Reduc'd at once to beggary ! —hard fate ! 

Who now will ope their hoſpitable doors, 
| And ſhelter Belifarius from the cold? 
Who flake his thirſt ? who ſpread the friendly board 
To give the famiſh'd Beliſarius food, 
Or with an Obolus relieve his wants? 

And yet, Almira ! I repent not love, 
For thee I ſuffer, and for thee will die. — 
Alas! to thee I ſhall grow odious too. 
In all my pride of pomp, my glories freſh, 
| Love found no ent'rance to thy virgin heart. 
= Off, off ye faded laurels from my brow | 
Ye grievous monitors of what I was. 
Away, thou gaudy robe ! ſuperfluous load 
Go mix with dirt, encumber me no more 
All enſigns of my ſhort, mock triumph hence! 


I; 


_ Enter Almira. 


Aim. How ſwiſt is fame when ſhe depreciates worthy 
Or ſcornful publiſhes injurious truths ! | 
Bel. Almira here] now, now receive thy fate 
Alm. Who ſhould precede Almira to condole, ; 
When Beliſarius ſuffers for her ſake ? 75 ö F 
Juſtinian 


* 


22 loudly has declar'd his wrath, 

leted love is puniſh'd with diſgrace. 

el. The blow is ſudden ; unprepar'd the mind, 
Afflictions deeper fink ; and yet I could 
Colle& the man, could bear with fortitude 
All ills which malice car invent. But when 
I think, how much the diſtance is increas'd 
Between my abject fortune and my love, 
How far beneath your ſmiles, beneath your ſcorn, 
Then to be calm, then to remain unmov'd, 
Term it not patience, but the want of love. 

Alm. Rouſe then ambition, quit this hapleſs choice; 
A fairer love invites thee to her arms, 
And with an empire will reward thy flame. 
A train of ſmiling hours invites thy heart, 
And thou ſhalt ſleep in peace and wake to joy. 
Bel. Be witneſs heav'n ! if I unmanly griev'd, 

If one mean thought found ent'rance in my heart, 
Valeria I refuſe; if modeſty | 
Allows ſuch ſpeech ; Juſtinian diſobey, 

And gladly honeſt poverty embrace. | 
| Why name I theſe as proofs of faithful love? 
My faithful love rejoices at ſuch proofs, | 


X Ambitious to be farther try'd.—Come then 
Afflictions come] from out Pandora's box 


Pour all your plagues on this devoted head! 
Ye reach not my impenetrable heart; 
Full of Amira, there ye find no place, 
Almira's image bars all ent'rance there. 
| Alm. To what fad choice am I compell'd by fate 
He is undone ſhould he reſiſt my prayers, uu 
Should I prevail, Almira l thou art loft. Aldi. 
Conſider well thy ſtate; yet be advis'd; 
reaſon ſway, and let a friend prevail. p 
Bel. Urge me no more, unleſs it be to die. 
Alm. Yet I muſt urge, yet dread to overcome. [ Aſfidr, 
Art thou reſfolv'd ? let empire, glory, pow'r —— 
Bel. Vain, vain temptations when compar'd with love. 
Alm. Is love ſo priz d? take then thy juſt reward; 
Poor recompence, yet all Almira has. 
The heart, which fled the happy, wealthy, great, 
To thee diſgrac'd, abandon'd, friendleſs, yields. 
Bel. Oh ſweeteſt excellence ! tranſporting bliſs! 
Oh matchlefs fair ! n good 


* 
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Wonde 
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Wonder of truth, pattern of gen'rous love 
Hence, the rememb'rance of my injur'd fame, 
Of foes triumphant, or of friends ingrate ! 

To dark oblivion all my cares I drive. 


Alm. United hearts, united be our cares, 
And be as fam'd for miſery as love. 


Bel. Glorious reſolve | of my firſt blefling ſure, 
For thy lov'd fake, Juſtinian I will ſue; _. 

At leaſt he will afford a calm retreat. 

There wrapt in love we will forget the world, 

Secure in innocence I need not fear, 

Nor can his juſtice bar me ſuch delight. 

The facred oak endures the winter's rage, 

Deep are his roots, nor yet impair'd with age. 

The ſtorms contemns, reſiſts the angry ſkies, 

And on his honeſt, conſcious ſtrength relies. [Exennt. 


AC T W. 
The Scene continues. 


Enter Juſtinian and Hermogenes. 


Fuſ. J Mpious deſign ! 
Her. Deteſtable and baſe ! | 
Fuſ. Falſe Belifarius, to thy fame and me. 

. When falſe to you, he juſtly forfeits fame. 
2%. Can man be capable of ſuch deceit ? 
Her. It much amazes me. All men abhor 

To be deceiv'd, yet daily they deceive. 
My fault is to be open, too ſincere, 
My love and hatred known: if I can hate, 
If I have enmity, it is to vice. 
Jil I know thee honeſt, him too I believ'd. 
er. If I am held in doubt, prepare the rack, 
Extend each nerve, and burſt each ſwelling vein. 


Produce the bull, the vulture, and the wheel, 


And try my faith, my conſtancy in truth. 
Juſ. I doubt thee not. Yet Belifarius falſe, 
Raiſes ſuſpicion of the race of man — 
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So truſted ! fo beloy'd ! with him I ſhar'd 
The ſweets of empire, all the cares my own : 
To him reſign'd the reins of government; 
Gave him the pow'r to puniſh or reward, 
And is he falſe ? and can his looks betray ? 
And can his breaſt conceive ingratitude ? 

Her. Incredible indeed! I ſhould deſpiſe 
Leſs proofs ; but Vitiges, the noble Goth, | : 
Charm'd by your goodneſs, by your virtue aw'd, 
Removes the veil, and ſhews the plot too bare. 

'Tis obvious to the ſenſe, beyond all doubt. 

{uf The feign'd diſpleaſure ſhewn to gratify 
Valeria, with the day ſhould have expir'd. . 

The cloud remov'd, he ſhould have riſen next day 
Freſh as the morn, and as the ſun reſplendent. 

Her. And it were fit he ſhould, Or could the Goth 
Invent this tale, impoſſible to think. 

Why? to what end ? yet if we could ſuſpect, 
Macro, I grieve to ſay, confirms the whole. 

Juſ. Valeria ſhould have been appeas'd ; his truth, 

His conſtancy in love, I ſecret, prais'd, 
Tho! un-allied I mark'd him for my heir. 

Her. Ambition has no bounds, a vulgar truth. 

*Tis tedious to attend ; he aims more near, 
Scorns a dependent and incertain ſtate. 
Jul. What pity 'tis, how I lament his crime! 
er. Tho? Macro, by Gonfeffion, merits grace, 
He only did not join in the deſign. 
The root ſtrikes deep, the branches are ſpread wide 
My brother caught] when he has dar'd fo far, 
Who then has virtue to eſcape his ſnares ? 
The dire contagion has infected all. is 

Juſ. Mercy would riſe, thy juſtice bears it down, 

And much I owe thy diligence and love. 
Inſtruct what's to be done with this ingrate. 

Her. A ſmiling traytor, how I hate ſuch men, 
So black a crime, no penalty too great. 

Juſ. I well remember, when but young in arms, 

He vanquiſh'd Perozas, a Perſian chief; : 
Pleas'd with the news, I ſwore, raſhly it ſeems, 
He ſhould not die thro' me, whate'er his ſault. 
My oath obſerv'd, what other puniſhment 

Thy loyal vengeance can invent, inflict. 


er. Mercy by halves! unſound ſuch politics; | 
* E 2 = " A thank» 
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A thankleſs boon ; or puniſh or forgive. 
Weigh well his fam'd ability in war, 

His graceful figure, and majeſtick mien; 
His great alliances, and noble birth ; 
Profuſe in gifts, compaſſionate to all, 
Firm to his friend, beneficent to foes, 
Serene his mind, magnificent in life ; 
The populace, the ſoldier, all adore, 
In him the world will grieve, And ſhall he live? 
Diſgrac'd and live? his ſoul diſdains ſuch life: 
Or if preſerv'd, tis to hatch new deſigns, 
To call his friends, thoſe virtues to his aid, 
Subvert the ſtate, and give the world a lord. 
uf. Thou ſhew'ſt his virtues in ſo ſtrong a light, 
It ſtaggers and rebates the edge of juſtice. 
He muſt not die: is there no other way ? 
Her. Happy the people under ſuch a prince 
appy am I, to ſerve whom mercy ſways |! 
A heav'nly virtue !—ſafeſt in their hands, 
Tiis wiſdom there, but folly oft in man — 
| You cannot err — there is but one way left—— 
My tender nature ſtartles at the deed, 
uſ. Name it. 
er. An enterpriſing foul, nor can 
He wander long with eyes to ſee his road. 
Ju Hah | 
er. Severe, yet practis'd in the wiſer Eaſt. 
Nor priſons, dungeons, fetters are ſecure, | 
The ladder oft to reach a higher rank. 
Fuſ. See where he comes. Can treaſon be ſo lodg'd ? 
The manſion is too noble for the gueſt. 
Her. Serpents and toads lurk under ſweeteſt herbs. 
o give him audience is not ſafe. You know 
He has a ſmooth, infinuating tongue. 


* 


Enter Beliſarius and Proclus. 


Bel. I come not to complain of my hard fate, 
Nor grate your ears with ſervices perform'd: 
Such conduct might be term'd an inſolence, 
And ſteel your breaſt againſt my laſt requeſt. 
fu And what requeſt doſt thou preſume to make ? 
el. Nor pow'r nor wealth I ſupplicate, My mind 
Is ſatiated, and I renounce ſuch toys. | 
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A villa ſtands on Tyber's fertile banks, ; 
This morning mine. When Cæſar's wars allo wd 
The ſword unactive, then my lov'd retreat; 

There let me indolent conſume my days, 

And with Almira bid the world adieu. 

Her. Obſerve the place to which he would retire, 
And with Almira too, ador'd in Rome. $ 
How every circumſtance confirms his guilt ! ¶ To Juſ. afide, 
„ There needs no farther proofs. —Soft hypocrite! 

ith meekneſs thou doſt hide ambitious thoughts, 

And veil thy ſtratagems with ſhew of love. 

Bel. Were | ambitious, or baſe hypocrite, 

I had eſcap'd the terror of your wrath. 
Fuſe Traytor no more. Thy plots ſtand all reveal'd ; 

I view thy rebel heart with treaſon fter'd, | 

And vengeance hovers o'er thy guilty head. 

Wait my command, while I decree thy crimes 

Due puniſhment. Hermogenes attend. [ Exit Juſ. and Her. 
Bel. What puniſhment can equal ſuch harſh terms! 

But late, all tongues employ'd to ſound my fame, 

| All eyes with wonder gaz'd, kings in my train, 

By beauty courted, empire in my choice 

And now a traytor, hypocrite, ingrate. 

Opprobrious words ! moſt infamous to hear ! 

Horror invades me at the ſound, my heart 

With indignation ſwells, and with diſdain 

Leaps to my throat and cuts off idle ſpeech. 

Pro. From thee, Hermogenes, theſe miſchiefs ſpring z 
Thou art the ſoil in which all poys'nous plants 
Luxuriant grow, and nouriſh'd by thy art 
Bear ſuch pernicious, peſtilential fruit. 

Bel. Proclus | my friend! for yet a friend is left, 
Partner in war, my counſellor in peace, 

My confident in love, ever my friend! 

To thee my inmoſt thoughts were all diſclos'd: 
Have I deſerv'd indignity like this! 

Am I that thing which ſcorn forbids repeat ? 

Pro. It tears, it racks, diſtracts my ſoul to hear. 

Bel. Nor loſs of pow'r, nor pinching want, nor death 
The ſmaller ill, from it's firm baſis moves 
My ftable mind. I can acquit me to myſelf, 
And therefore give myſelf that peace, the world 
Ingratefully denies. I can look back 
On what I was, I ſee what now I am, 


And 
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2 view with equal eyes my diverſe ſtate. 
et when experience ſhews, yet when I know 
What calumny attends a great man's fall, 
How loud ſhe bellows, and how wide ſhe gapes 
To blacken and traduce, What idle tales, 
What incoherent lies, time may tranſmit 
As truths, to mangle and deface my fame: 
Then fortitude forſakes me, then my griefs 
Want thy ſupport, and call on thee for aid. 
Pro. Juſtinian cannot ſure perſiſt in wrong 
Bel. Sudden and violent are his reſolves. 
I give myſelf as loſt. —Haſte then my friend, 
Fly to ira, bear her my requeſt, | 
Perhaps my laſt requeſt ; entreat the fair 
To eaſe my ſorrows with one parting look; 
Let me but gaze on her, I ſhal} die pleas'd. — 
But haſte or I ſhall: never ſee her more. [Exit Proclus, 
Never to ſee Almira more! hard fate 
But rav'nous death, that ſnatches me from love, 
Removes the pains, the mem'ry of ſuch loſs. 
Then welcome death,—I ſhall not wait thee long; 
He comes, he flies, his meſſenger appears. 


Enter Hermogenes with Guards. 


I need not aſk, I read my fate in thee, 
And thy glad eyes declare I am to die. 
er. Moſt ſure ſuch crimes, ſuch treaſons merit death. 
Bel. Treaſons and crimes ! who dare impeach my truth } 
Her. Go reaſon that with Cæſar, he beſt knows. 
The proofs are plain, demonſtrative, However 
His mercy o'er his juſtice has prevail'd, 
And thou art ſuffer'd ſtill to crawl on earth. 
Bel. Thy abject ſoul illiterate in good, 
And ignorant 'of joy, but when the brave, 
The virtuous and the honeſt man is griev'd; 
Thy gloomy mind could not appear thus 2 
Were there leſs puniſhment decreed than death. 
Her. The love of life prevails on any terms; 
If theſe are harſh, tis in thy pow'r to die, 
And by one generous blow diſmiſs all cares. 
A noble deed ! but I give no advice. | 
Bel. None but what hell ſuggeſts to thy dark ſoul, 
. Had I a wiſh for life, it were to ſee 
| Remorſe 
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Remorſe and anguiſh gnaw thy flinty heart; 
Earneſt of hell. 

Her. That thou ſhalt never ſee. 

Bel. What obftinate, determinate in ill! 

Her. Reſolv'd to rob thee of that pleaſing ſights 
Guards ! ſeize your ' priſoner, lead him hence - away 
And execute the emperor's commands. 

Bel. Tho' in the jaws of death, tho' in thy pow'ry 
The bitter'ſt _ A my rx _ and calm, 
Impervious by ill won excite, 

Aud be the Jbjed of thy envy ſtill, 

And give thee fiercer pains than I endure. - 

Fortune and thou in vain aſſault that breaſt, ; | 
Where courage and where innocence reſide. [ Bel. is ed off 


Enter Vitiges. 


Vit. I come to claim thy promiſe z my reward 
I ſeek ; make payment quick, my vaſt reward 
For treachery, for perjury, for hell. 
Her.. To empire turn thy thought ; ſucceſs is ſure. 
Vit. Mark me for damn'd ingratitude. Each fin 
Suffices to impel the reddeſt bolt | 
From the juſt wrath of heav'n. 
Her. Why let it fall. - 
Be reſolute ; we ſhall eſcape the blow. 
Vit. Stateſman, thou art inur'd to infamy : 
Practice has petrify'd thy wicked heart; 
Bred to conſpiracies, to fawn, betray, 
To lie: Yet thou can'ſt ſmile ! yet thou can'ſt ſleep ! 
Never ſhall joy more ſparkle in my eyes, 
No chearful ſmile adorn my gloomy face, 
No darkneſs veil the images by day 
Impreſs'd, ghaſtly and fierce. No drug, no herb, 
Intice ſweet ſleep to ſilence yelling care. 
Her. You are too nice, too delicate of mind ; 
Would 3 be great, and ſcruple you the means ? 
Vit. I tell thee, politician, that the wounds 
Of conſcience, by repentance muſt be heal!'d. . 
Seduc d by thy inchantments, I have done 
A deed, beneath the dignity of kings, 1 
Beneath the dignity of man. e man 
The only ſpecies capable to lie. 
Almira weeps for innocence traduc'd, 
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And mourns that Beliſarius is diſplac d; dans A 
Happy ! ſhe knows not of her father's crime. 5 
Almira's tears have waſh'd away thy charm, - 

And I behold myſelf with ſhame and ſcorn. 

Her; Was it not Beliſarius who ſubdu'd i 

The Goths ? their name extinguiſh'd by his ſword ? 

The poor remains ſold flaves? is Vitiges 

A captive; and in ſcornful triumph ſed 

To feed his pride and pleaſe the hifling crowd ? 

And are you grown ſo abject not to ſeek, 

Revenge, the ſtrongeſt paſſion of the mind? 

Vit. Not by unworthy means, by thy vile arts. 
Her. You urge my temper, fir, too far. Deſiſt, 

Or Cæſar ſhall be told, nay we will prove, | 

If Belifarius is unjuſtly tax d, 

You were the plotter, you contriv'd the ſcheme. 

Vit. Impute thy crimes to me! can it be thought 
Her. Already perjur'd, you muſt. needs find faith. 
Vit. What infolence 1! C 
Her. Macro ſhall juſtify 11 

What I affirm; Vou have impos'd on me; 

And drew my eaſy nature to believe. | 
Vit. Unheard of villainy ! What, to my face! 
Her. Come, we- have gone too far, now to recede: 

Be calm; I only ſhew what might be done, 

Far from my honeſt thoughts. Be rul'd by me, 

And on to-morrow be faluted king: | 

But now retire—you muſt not be ſeen here, 

Vit. Reſiſtleſs bait ! tho' infamous the means, 

We blindly follow or are -weakly led, 

So ſtrong the appetites: to rule. When will 
To-morrow come !—Could 1 forget this day! — 
Oh joyful day] tho' I no more a king. [Exit Vitiges 
"th What terrors has he rais'd ! the precipice 

Lay full to fight, tott'ring I ſtood, nigh fall'n. 

He muſt nee! hea] ſtand on a . | 

Obvious the yawning pitchy gulph—my brain 

Vet ene 7 + wg Nu proſpects view 

Turn thy pleas'd eyes, on other's ruin feaſt, 

And ſate thy ſoul with dire revenge.— Tis done 

How ſoon perform'd th' irreparable deed |! | 

Hah ! ghaſtly ſigbt — it ſhocks, it terrifies.— 

1 thy joys from. thence? is that thy feaſt? , 

- He gropes his way—diſtain'd, diſmear'd with blood. 
bs 4 4 , s 1 cannot 
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1 eantiot bear ur r death—tis hell, 
* all I dread— tis 


leſs than I deſerve 99 
ſhun the ſight—Oh could 1 ſhun myſelf! [Exit Her. 


Enter Bilifitius blind: - 


Bel. Behold; good haven ! behold my wretched ſtate 
And on triumphant villainy look down n! 
I call not on revenge; ever awak ; 
Thy . is, — beſt _ Nanny to. ſtrike, 
Equal t, thy mercy I implore- | 
Tendue ny mind with light, my have loſt, 
To \know thy wiſdom, and revere thy pow'r! 
Where am I now? or whither tend my ſteps ? 
o inatter where; bold and ſecure he treads; 
Who dares, who wiſhes to encounter death. 4 
No more the vernal beauties of the fields, 
No more the budding honours of the woods 
Shall chear my fight; all luſtre loſt to me 
Obſcure and dark; ahd all is chaos now. 
Alas ! more piercing ills deface ſuch loſs. 
Almita ! never ſhall thy beauteous form 
Find chearful ent'rance in theſe hollow orbs. 
Unutterable woe ! prone on the earth 
Extend this maſs of grief - there dig thy grave; 
Thy only manſion now.——Almira, oh 
\ 
\ Enter Almira. 
Alm. When Belifarius calls, Almira haſtes, 
With ardor flies to the inchanting voice. 1 
Stretch'd on the ground! kind heay'n avert my fears 
Are you alive? oh] whence this ſhew of grief? 
Hear, Beliſarius, when Almira calls! [Going to him. 
Bel. Too ſure I live, not yet my ſorrows end. 
Alm. Alive | and ſpeak! yet turn thy eyes away 
Bel. Alas! I never can behold thee more. | 
Alm. Not ſee me more ! "tis thy Almira ſpeaks. 
Bel. Thy voice will ever charm, thy fight no more. 
Alm. Has then the weight of malice ſunk thee down ? 
And is thy noble heart a prey to care? 
No, tis Valeria who has wrought this change, 
Her charms forbid to. view this ſlighted face, 
And wild ambition has W as thy heart. 


Bel. 
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Bel. Wrong not my honour, nor traduce my love. 


Alm. Yes, I am made the ſacrifice of peace, 
My uſeleſs love, my feeble charms contemn'd. 
My father's kingdom conquer'd by thy arms, 
He and his daughter in proud triumph led, 


- Theſe wrongs o'ercome, I fondly gave my heart 


To thee diſgrac'd, abandon'd by thy friends; 


Doubly thy captive, now I am deſpis'd. 


But thy feign'd grief, thy conſcious ſhame in vain | 
Palliate the wrong. Reſentment. drives me hence, 
Nor will. I ſtay the witneſs of thy guilt. | 
| | [ She goes to ſome diſtance. 
Bel. Oh ſtay! and view the cauſe of my deſpair ! 


But firft prepare, arm well thy tender mind, 


Nor let the diſmal ſpectacle amaze. | 
Alm. Ah! Turning to her, ſhe faints. 
Bel. Well I foreſaw, the horror of the fight 

Would ſtartle thee. "Twas therefore I deferr'd. 

Now, my Almira | now behold my woe! p 

Have I not cauſe? In vain the viſual nerves 

Are {tretch'd to bring thy ang, to my brain; 

Loſt to my eyes, fix d in my heart. Not ſpeak— 

Not anſwer me Has horror driv'n thee hence !— 

And art thou fled ?—Forfaken too by thee |! 

Mercileſs death! do'ſt thou avoid me too? 

Proclus ! Almira ! death ! heav'n ! all, all deaf? 


Enter Proclus. 


Pro. Sure twas his voice ! Almira on the earth 
As he advances towards her, he ſees Beliſarius. 
What, Belifarius too] What can this mean? 
Both claim my aid—Friendſhip be firſt obey'd. 
My noble friend! | 
Bel. Go ſeek: Almira out. 
Uſeleſs thy care of me.— Go ſearch my love; 
Bring, bring her here. | 
Pro. Behold ! turn there thy eyes. h 
Bel. Mock not my iefs--Proclus ! view thou thy friend. 
Pro. Oh horror | — 
Bel. Huſh thy vain complaints! 
Pro. Oh damn'd deteſted deed ! 
Bel. Where is my love? | | 
Pro. Oh miſerable ſight! villains! hell! hell! T7 
g orn 


: "BELESARIUS 5 
. Torn out thy eyes! . 3 
Bel. Away, ira ſeex ? / 
Pro. Tranſported by her grief, ſhe fainting lies— 
Bel. Quick, quick, my friend, lead, guide me Rong 
fair — ' - | ing. 
Be thou my ſight—let me have one embrace, f | 
And praſtrate at her feet, forget my wrongs. . 
'Tis my Almira ! tis my tender love! 
I need not eyes to know, my heart directs. 
Pro. She breathes, ſhe ftirs. | 
Bel. Gently the angel raiſe. 
Oh give her to my arms ! recline on me, 
Thou heav'nly recompence of mortal cares 
Pro. Rage ſhakes this frame, and ou diſſolves my heart. 
Hurry'd by rage, due vengeance I would claim. 
Nor kings ſhould bar, nor altars ſhould protect. 
Enervated by grief, I bend to earth. 
Nor can remove me from the woeful fight. 
Oh ſight! infuſing. horror and deſpair ? 
Oh Niobe! thy eligible doom 
Better a ſtone than reaſoning wretched man. 
Bel. Awake my love? oh, bleſs me with thy voice ! 
Alm. Oh leave me in this ſoft forgetful tate ! 
Bel. Bleſs'd be the ſound ! live, my Almira, live! 
And on leſs frightful objects turn thy eyes. 
Alm. Where ſhall I turn my ſtreaming eyes? the world 
Affords no other object worthy ſight.— 
Oh woeful ſight * that blaſts my vernal hopes, 
Freezes my, blood, and withers all my joys. 
Bel. Approach ye envious, ye detractors, come, 
Ye who malign'd my pow'r, my fame in arms, 
Theſe mournful accents hear] Almira view! 
And ſee me triumph in her piteous tears 
Now ſwell with rage, behold a richer prize, 
A nobler conqueſt than my ſword e'er won! 
Alm. Thy loss, thy pains inflame my grateful breaſt, 
And I grow more enamour'd by thy wrongs. 
I am the wretched cauſe of this curs'd dec; 
Shall I refrain from gazing then on thee? 
On thee, the object ſtill of my defires ? 
No, be their malice ſcorn'd, their pow'r defy'd, 
Nor ſhall their pow'r deter, nor modeſty 
Diſſuade my flying to thy arms for peace, for joy, 
Bel. My life ! * Oe all that is dear on __ 
2 a 


ce. 
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So wholly are my thoughts on thee emp 
Feeling 15 quicken'd by the loſs of „ 
So ſtrong thy lov'd idea on my mi 
Impreſs d, methinks I gaze upon thee ſtill: 
Still view the lilies on thy face and breaſts, 
The bluſhing roſes on thy lips and cheeks, 
And I but cloſe my fight as when beheld 
The dazzling rays ſhot from thy 8 ' 
And ſtill my foul with former joys is a. x 
Alm. Yet it is ſad; is it not gracious heav'n? 
Oh eaſe his pains |!—and is there no redreſs? 
Oh I would lend one light! oh both beſtow! ! 
Bel. I can forget my pains, neglet my eyes 
What's pain or loſs of eyes to this embrace ? 
Pro. Send from thy three diviſions, ſend, thou globe, 
Innumerable hoſts to mourn his wrongs ! 
Yawn wide thou earrh ! ye fiends come dancing forth, 
And ſee yourſelves outdone by mortal ſpite ! SHE 
. Awhile forget your torments and rejoice 
TW * ſuffers and that vice — | 
Oh!] you indulgent pow'rs ! whence mercy flows, 
Oh grant us patience 4 ſupport theſe woes! Fe 
Pro. Is it a virtue to be patient now, 
When virtue is thus impiouſly oppreſs'd ? 
Patience and caution are the falſe pretence 
Of ſlaves and cowards to ſubmit to wrongs. 
Revenge, revenge alone is worth my care. 
Dire goddeſs come ! and with thy hundred whips 
Aid my purſuit, and laſh the ſlave to hell, 
The baſe deteſted author of theſe wrongs. | 
Bel. Complaints are vain, and keep our griefs awake. 
Leave to unerring heav'n to puniſh crimes. 
But guide me, o ye faithful virtuous pair! 
Conduct my feeble ſteps, from hence remove, 
From courts, from crowds, to friendſhip and to love. 
This comfort ſtill remains, to charm my mind, 
One friend is faithful, and Almira kind, [ Exeunt, 
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r 
| The Scene continues. 


Enter Hermogenes and Macro. 


Mac. I Met him at the gate, by Proclus led, 
* 1 Led by Almira 7 a diſmal fight. 
Her. Oh never, never will it ly my mind. 
Spectres nor fiends could terrify ſo much. 
Mac. Was there no other way? beſt to have dy'd, 
Her. I could not win the emperor's conſent, 
Cruel his mercies are. He bound himſelf 
He faid by vows, by oaths ; trifling pretence ! 
Mac. Should Cæſar ſee, his anger muſt abate. 
Her, Macro, tis true; conſult our ſafety we. 
Suſpend theſe thoughts a while; leave to lament, - 
And let yet greater crimes this crime defend. 
Repentance and compaſlion will ariſe 
In Czfar's wavyering breaſt, unleſs he views 
Some freſh conſpiracy deſign'd. Beſide, 
Valeria may be juſtly fear'd ; her love 
in ſurmounts her wrath. The rabble too 
This morn enroll'd him with the 0 at noon 
With taunts and hiſſes they purſu'd his ſteps ; 
And ere tis night, in their tumultuous rage 
With equal julfice they will ſacrifice 
His foes, and him will deify again. 
Mac. Whate'er we do, we ſoon muſt execute. 
Her. Nor are we ſafe, ſhould Vitiges ſurvive ; 
Already he repents, and wildly talks ; 
Of wounded conſcience, and of injur'd fame. 
He muſt be ſoon diſpatch'd. 
Mac. What's to be done ? 
The rabble are enrag'd, and bellow loud ; 
Their neſt's diſturb'd, the hornets ſwarm abroad, 
And buz and rage tenfix their deadly ſtin 
Her. Mix with our friends among the fordid crowd; 
There loudly Beliſarius praiſe, extol 
His fame, and dwell pathetic on his wrongs. 
Let juſtice be their cry, they love the ſound. 
en head our mercenary troops; and death 
' Secure thou may'ſt inflict on thoſe we dread, 


| 
| 
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When friends and foes confus'dly intermix. 


Pretending aid to Cæſar, Czfar's friends 
Deſtroy.— Be gone, for ſee Valeria comes. [ Exit Macre. 


Enter. Valeria. 


Val. Where is this 2 this inhuman wretch ? 

And art thou found? and dar'ſt thou ſtand my rage? 
Her. Have I offended ? witneſs gracious heaven !— 
Val. Doſt thou appeal to heav'n! impiety ! 

*Tis blaſphemy in thy apoſtate mouth 

But to-pronounce that ſacred name. Invoke 0 

Thy hell, thy black original, from whence 

Such cruelty, ſuch malice could proceed, 
Her. What have I done? 
Val. The inſolent demand! 

On Beliſarius think, think on his wrongs; 

Then aſk thy ſelf, then dare to think of heav'n. 

Thy malice has involy'd me in thy guilt, 

Made me participate thy horrid crimes. 

Could'ſt thou believe? Oh providence how juſt ! 

The wicked of their prudence to diveſt, 

And folly give for guide, when impiouſly 

They deviate from thy laws. 

Could'ſt thou ſuppoſe ä 

If J had intereſt, if I had pow'r ; 

To work the emperor, by a ſiſter's pray'rs, 

To counterfeit diſpleaſure, and diſplace 

The juſteſt, braveſt, worthieſt of mankind ; 

Could'ſt thou, the baſeſt, falſeſt, be ſo vain 

To hope eſcape ?. or ſay I ſlept, or were 

Too weak to puniſh, is not heaven awake? . 
Her. Their faithful ſervants princes thus reward; 

The tax we pay for delegated pow'r, 

If with ſiniſter look fortune regards 

Our toil, the ſhame and the diſgrace is ours, 

Tho' wiſdom did direct. If they ſucceed 

Thro' us, the profit and the honour theirs, 

Kal. No, monſter, no. Such minifters as tho 
Never give council but to ſelfiſh ends. f 
Ambition, avarice, envy, and revenge 
Engroſs your thoughts; and never are purſu'd 
Your prince's honour, or your country's good, 


By low ſubmiſſion, and by ſeryile arts 


et 
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Ye mount the battlements of pow'r ; and ſtrait 
The ſcaffold undermine by which 7 roſe, 
By baſe degrees aſcend; the topmoſt round 
Obtain'd, the prince with envy ye behold, 
Trace out unpopular, offenſive rules, 


Then meanly quit, his ſinking cauſe deſert, 


And to the next invader pay your vows. 
Her. Such muſic ever dwells upon your tongue, 
Th' attention charm'd, I could with pleaſure hear 
Th harmonious ſound, ſhould you pronounce my death. 
Val. Low flatterer | Il-judging ſycophant ! 


Is this a time to ſooth by tulſom praiſe ? 


Her. Am ] to blame? twas Cæſar gave command. 
When diſcontents prevail, the miniſter f 
Is ſafely tax'd, but pow'r ſupreme is meant. 
*T was Czfar's will, the empire's ſafety urg'd.— 

Val. Cæſar ſhall know—and oppartune he comes, 
To hear thee ſhuffle off thy fins on him. | 


Enter Juſtinian. 


Approach, miſguided prince] behold the ſlave 
Who firſt ſeduc'd me, credulous and fond 

To wrong the beſt of men, a moment's wrong 
Whoſe impious council hath procur'd a deed 
Cruel and raſh, pernicious to thy fame, 

And ever to thy juſtice a reproach. 

And now he dares plead innocence, and now 


Thy raſhneſs, credulity is blam'd, 


uf. I know the cauſe, and I approve of gtief 
So juſt ; *twas too ſevere; would it could be 
Recall'd. I feel with him, 1 mourn with thee. 

Val. Eaſe then thy mind, expiate in part thy guilt. 
Let his devoted head attone for crimes, 
Which his inveterate malice could invent. 
' Fuſ. And yet I was unwillingly induc'd, 

* for his guilt, and mourn d his dark deſigns. 

al, His guilt, and his deſigns ! 

Juſ. Too evident. 

Unworthy were my hands to hold the ſcales 
Of dread . juſtice, were the weights 
Unequal, or his merits not allow'd 
Their full extent. My peace, that I forgive, 
The empire's ſafety claim'd this ſacrifice, 


| 
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Her. Neceſſity compell'd. 
y Val. Traytor 2 5 | 
our peace, the ire | 
Of Belifarius do you teak ? PRE 
Juſ. Of him. | | 
And would to heay'h I could retrieve his guilt 
And puniſhment, with half my loſs of empire ! 
So much he was eſteem' d, ſo well belov'd. 
F R the proofs, elſe I were moſt accurs d. 
He had conſpir d againſt my dignity, 
- Seduc'd the army to eſpouſe his cauſe ; 
And, aided by the Goths, he would tej 
My power, and a new empire raiſe in Rome. 
o, repenting Macro, has confeſs d. a 
Val. Is that a proof? Oh impoſition groſs, 
Abſurd ! forgive me Sir ! you bade me love, 
And muſt allow my rage. Are you to learn, . 
Dull Macro is his wicked inſtrument, [ Pointing to Her. 
The tool, the echo, of this hypocrite ? 
Jiu. When you have heard, then cenſure will be mute: 
To Belifarius' ſword much praiſe is due, 
But wiſdom is more prevalent than arms. 
Had not this faithful ſervant interven'd 
With wiſe advice, conqueſts were vain to me. 
Two witneſſes our law demands; and two 
Appear'd, in every circumſtance bars * 
Macro confeſs'd, and Vitiges confirm'd. 
Val. Credit his foe ! tis malice, tis revenge. 
Fuſ. Behold he comes, now be your ſelf the judge. 


Enter Vitiges, leaning on his Sword. 


How's this? wounded he ſeems, and weakly moves. 
Her. Confuſion ] yet alive! Macro has fail'd, ," 
He kills by halves, but I ſhall periſh whole. 

Vit. Flow not ſo faſt my blood ! breathe yet go ns? 
Lend ſtrength good heaven] ſupport my feeble limbs 
Prolong my life! till I reveal my ſhame. r 

Juſ. I grieve to ſee your wounds; from whence this 

chance ? 

Vit. No chance; from Macro's hands theſe wounds proceed, 
To ſtifle truth; leſt honour not extinct X 
Should prompt me to diſcloſe our treachery, 
Our falſhood by Hermogenes contriv'd. 


Ju. 
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| 750 Your accuſation falſe! 
it. Falſe, groundleſs, baſe. . 
7 Oh ye juſt powers! what has my raſhneſs done? 
it. What has ambition done? flatter'd, betray'd ? 
Val. Oh Belifarius ! well I knew thy worth. 
Vit. Oh name him not, his innocence, like heav'n, 
Glares on my fins, and, with diſtracted ſight, 
I view the hell I merit ere I die — 
I view it there tis painted in that face — 
It is it's monarch let us ſpeed him there— 
Thus devil to thy own dominion haſte. 
[Vitiges offers to run at Hermogenes, and falls. 
Let him not eſcape. — Witneſs I repent—— 
And Belifarius—— daughter — oh forgive. [Dies. 
; Jo And art thou yet alive? deteſted ſlave! 
Infernal dog! can'ſt thou ſupport the light ? 
Her. Vour anger is more terrible than death. 
Zeal to engroſs your love inſpir'd thoſe crimes, 
And if contrition for thoſe crimes might hope — 
Fuſ. Preſumptuous villain ! what! and dar'ſt thou hope? 
Deſpair and die. If mercy thou wouldſt ſeek, 
Let Belifarius ſtart before thy eyes 
And cut off utterance.— ] heard the wretch 
Artfully turn his virtues into crimes, 
Vet I was to thoſe virtues deaf. The bull 
Thou did'ſt invoke, the vulture and the wheel; 
Oh I could curſe myſelf, not to ſuſpect 
Unneceſſary vows of innocence ; 
Be they thy endleſs lot! — monſter, be gone, 
Precipitate to hell, region of woe 
Guards ! ſeize the ſlave.— take, drag him hence to death. 
[Hermogenes 1s carry'd off: 
Val. That the foul ruſt of ſcandal is remov'd, 
That innocence appears in bright array 
Is ſome alloy to grief. Let us rejoice 
That Beliſarius yet ſurvives, tho? blind. 
Employ your thoughts to recompenſe his wrongs, 
And ſweeten life with joys he yet can taſte. 
I yield not to deſpair, ſince yet he lives. 


Enter Proclus. 
Fuſ. Grant him to live, good heav'n ! protong his days | 
That he may find how ny” bong 8 15 
Proclus ! 
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' Proclus ! moſt welcome! to my wiſh arriv'd, 
To witneſs how I mourn thy injur'd friend. N 
Pro. Injur'd indeed! dead hath confeſs d 
The black conſpiracy. f Se 
$5 Is he then dead? - bn 
re. This ſword extorted truth before he dy d. 
- That curs'd Hermogenes contriv'd the plot 
— — my friend is loſt. And on pretence 
hat Belifarius' wrongs might be redreſs'd, 
Macro intic'd the populace to riſe, 
All were amaz'd, confus'd, He led a band 
Of ruffians, proper inſtruments of death, 
With popular and feign'd acclame, he cry'd, 
Let Cæſar live]! down with his foes—and then 
Oh grief to tell | Ry" 
Fufſ. This Vitiges declar'd. 
pee where he lies, cut off by Macro's ſword. 
Pro. Happy ! he is exempt from farther cares, 
The chaſte Almira's wounds not move thee now. 
Ju Her wounds ! 
ro. Eager and covetous of death, 
2 the heedleſs ſwords ſhe ran, ſhe flew, 
Diſtracted at the ſight, oh horrid ſight ! | 
750 More woe! 
ro. Macro pretending to ſuppreſs 
The rage his arts contriv'd, while on my arm 
Great Belifarius lean'd—the traytor's ſ\word— 
Oh that I live to tell—my friend! my friend! 
Thy boſom pierc'd. 
Pal Oh that I live to hear ! | 
Oh that thy fate, Almira ! had been mine! 
Would I had dy'd like thee, o envy'd maid ! 
Envy'd in life, and envy'd.more in death 
uf. Sorrow and ſhame and guilt tie up my tongue. 
al. Love wounds more deep, love more diſtracts than 
theſe. | 
Neglected love enrag'd my haughty ſoul: 
Preſumptuous, I defy'd a greater curſe. ; 
Who knows the worſt ? Oh who can tell how deep 
The wrath of heav'n can pierce, how far afflict ? 
Thee, hero, thee ! whoſe ſuff rings who can tell? 
Thee I would now reſign, and think me bleſs'd 
On any terms to reſcue thee from death. 
Pro, Revenge, confuſion, borror, and deſpair e 
N : E J 1z” 
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Seis d ev'ry heart, ny in ev'ry face. a 
He only — Proclus ! he cry d, 
"Tis done, my ſorrows ceaſe, here e my carey. 
While life remains, fee me with ſpeed convey'd 
To Cæſar, to atteſt my innocence, 
My honour this demands. He could no more; 
For now he learn'd Almira's fate. Then, then 
His courage fail'd, proof to all other ills. 
Oh diſmal deed ! oh ſpectacle of woe 
The noble virtuous pair, welt ring in blood ! 
Oh diſmal accents ! oh ye gen'rous breaſts ! 
Each mourn'd the other's lamentable fate, 
Each in their own rejoye'd, Forgive my tears 
I cannot, need not ſpeak, —— Behold them brought 
Val. Horror to ſight ! oh torture to my mind 
Worſe, worſe than death! I live and ſee 
Thee die — and folded in another's arms. 
Now jealouſy 8 louſy in death. 
What num'rous iſtract my crowded brain 
— the fad fight ! 8 fly my thoughts 
The — t, that I began thy woes. 
But fly the 1 waſte thy tedious life 
In gloomy grottos and in dreary cells. 
Inceſſant there, Fad uilt his fate deplore, 
Nor man, nor ever view thee more. [Exit Val, 


Beliſarius em are led in ſupported, and leaning on each 
her, then — in chairs. 1 | 


Alm. My en h declines apace. I ſink, I faint. 
Bel. Ob ſta Elmira | leave me not behind, 
Fuſ. Oh Sies! could I tell my grief, 

Cal I diſplay the anguiſh of my ſoul, 
Thy mercy would look gently on my faults, 
And pi 38 inſpire thee to forgive. 

Bel. Then I die pleas'd, no more remains to aſk, 
My lo loyalty, my honour, juſtify'd, 

or day, nor hour ſhall paſs, wherein thy praiſe 

Shall not be m— ſung, my raſhneſs mourn'd, 

Bel. May you live happy ! I ſhall ſoon find Pane, 
But where's my love ? Almira ! yet alive! 


Oh guide my wand'ring feeble arms to heav'n ! 
Yet art thou warm my fair? yet beats th 
Alm. To thee it beats and flytters at — 


But now 1 faint, for thou alas 
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| depends its ſtrength, by thee I breathe: - 
—— of pain, thou 455 0 death, 
hen I can claſp, when I can preſs thee here, 
When I can hang my afin head on thee. - 
h ! grow'ſt col. 
Bel Life on the wing, thy voice delays her flight. 
For her immortal voyage prun'd, thou call'ft 
My ſoul to eatth. Nor is my heav'n delay d, 
When with Almira join'd ; I have it here, 
And in thy arms anticipate my joys. | | 
Pro. I have no friendſhip, I am form'd of ſteel, 


Or iel and pity would diſſolve this heart. 


In. Or do my eyes deceive me? grow they dim ? 

Or am I wild and fanciful in death? 0 

Inſtruct me ſome; view I my father there ? 

Pro. Too true, by the ſame villainy deſtroy d. f 
Am. The little that remain'd of life, that fight 

Exhauſts, I dy d too low— father !——1 come. 

Death has leſs terror now—'tis ſweet—'tis kind. 


Bel. Peace to thy ſoul !—obſervant of thy call 


I follow thee—to heav n- oh may I find | 
Pro. He's gone, he's gone; virtue is fled the 


Juſ. Thou beſt of men farewel | Proclus, to thee 
rrow ſhall be ſeen, conſtant, ſincere, 


Oh Belifarius haſte— Oh gracious heav n [Dies 
Dies. 1 


Till in thy loft friend's name thou ſhalt forgive. 


Succeed him in command and in my love, 

Small recompence, well weigh'd, for ſuch a loſs. 
And let my raſhneſs like a beacon blaze 

To warn all others from the fatal ſhelve. 


Henceſorth let none invidious tales regard, 
And never cenſure, nor condemn unheard. [Exeunt cmnet. 


